THE SNAKE DEFTLY SCOTCHED
The letter had been left open on a little table by her bed (per-
haps purposely?). D'Estrades came to visit her and fell for the
bait, for after she had gone the letter was nowhere to be
found.

When Louis came that evening, his mistress pretended to
be furious at this violation of State secrets, this personal insult
to the Monarchy, and again implored him to dismiss
d'Estrades. Louis excused himself by saying that Mesdames
his daughters were very fond of d'Estrades. Thereupon Pom-
padour, ill as she was, rushed to the proud Madame Adelaide,
whom she knew to be ill pleased at the moment with her
familiar confidante, and obtained a declaration from her that
'Madame d'Estrades bored her rather'. On her return,
exhausted, feverish, frantic with anxiety and suppressed rage,
she put all her actress' skill into a final and supreme scene of
coquetry and tears, and at last obtained the King's consent
and a lettre de cachet exiling the comtesse from Versailles.

An hour later, having resumed a calm exterior, Pompadour
invited d'Estrades with smiling courtesy to come to supper
that night. Luynes tells us how d'Estrades, who wanted to
go to La Meutte, asked Pompadour at what time she was to re-
turn to this supper. Pompadour replied 'At the usual hour,
comtesse'. She went. Pompadour watched her go out of the
room for the last time with mingled feelings. When d'Estrades
got to the bottom of the Montagne des Bons-Hotnmes, she
found a messenger who presented her with the fatal letter of
dismissal.

Her lodging at Versailles was given to the comte and com-
tesse de Tesse. Rage and storm as she might, she could but
admit that she had been paid back in her own coin. It was the
quietness and dexterity of it all which baffled her* When
d'Argenson received the news, he got a bad turn. When he
recovered, he went to spend that same evening with his con-
federate. She probably accused him of landing her into this